
Feature

“My father built a magnificent edifice, brick by 
brick. This is but one small brick…”

“He wasn’t only my father, he was everyone’s 
father…”

“Remember, it’s just a glimpse…”

We’ve heard of them, we’ve learned about 
them, and we may have even merited seeing 
them. Now, in Binah Magazine, you’ll have the 
opportunity to “meet” them and experience 
their gadlus up close… through the memories 
their daughters share with us.

Some were leaders of Klal Yisrael, their 
Torah resonating through the hallowed halls 
of yeshivos, through the pages of their sefarim, 
and through their scholarly decisions. Some 
were builders, their energies focused on 
creating lasting edifices of Torah or chessed. All 
were ovdei Hashem, leaving eternal legacies.

And they were all fathers. Fathers to their 
daughters… fathers to Klal Yisrael.

Join us, as their daughters speak from their 
hearts. And when they take us inside the homes 
they grew up in, we’ll see that it’s the seemingly 
small stuff that builds true greatness, one small 
brick at a time.

Brick 
by 

Brick

F R O M  T H E I R 
DA U G H T E R S ’  H E A R T S

Estie Florans

am working at my first post-seminary 
office job, in the Agudath Israel of Amer-
ica building at 5 Beekman Street in Man-

hattan, temporarily filling in as a secretary for the 
coordinator of a new Agudath Israel project. There 
is a knock at the door, and a distinguished-looking 
gentleman enters, requesting to speak with my su-
pervisor, Rabbi Landsky*. 

It’s my first week on the job. Although I real-
ize that this man works in the Agudah building, I 
don’t know the man’s name or his position in the 
organization.

So I ask.
And in response to my inquiry the man grins. 

“Oh… just some guy who works around here.”
I still blush at the memory. Mrs. Rochel 

Langer, however, chuckles heartily when I 
describe my first encounter with her father. 
“Typical…” she says.

More significant, though, than my youth-
ful naiveté is the unassuming way her father, 
Rabbi Moshe Sherer, z”l, tried to make a young, 

brand-new employee not feel intimidated.
But I’m feeling intimidated now. 
Rabbi Sherer’s name is synonymous with 

Agudath Israel of America. Under his lead-
ership, the Agudah was transformed — with 
much toil, tefillah and siyatta diShmaya — from 
its humble beginnings into a worldwide or-
ganization. Rabbi Sherer’s life story is replete 
with chessed and klal activities, filled with daily 
interactions with Gedolei Yisrael, and the con-
stant “rubbing of elbows” with powerful digni-
taries and politicians. 

So I tell Mrs. Langer how I’m feeling.
“But why?” she laughs. Not because she 

doesn’t realize her father’s greatness, his tre-
mendous accomplishments, his public aura 
— as summarized so aptly on the cover of his 
biography, “Rabbi Sherer1, The paramount To-
rah spokesman of our era.” 

Of course, she appreciates all that.
But — she, too, is unpretentious. Despite 

her father’s enormously public persona with 

His Initials 
Were “Emes”
I

Rabbi Moshe Sherer, z”l
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all that it involved, his family follows 
his lead when it comes to their private 
lives. They never took advantage of their 
father’s position, and the word “intim-
idate” is simply not part of their lexi-
con…

“For many years I shopped at Schiffer’s 
Dry Goods*, where I was friendly with 
Mrs. Schiffer*, its outgoing proprietor 
and the mother of two of my former 
students,” Mrs. Langer tells me. “On a 
recent visit to her store, Mrs. Schiffer 
proudly shared that her now grown-up 
son, Nussi*, lives abroad with his fami-
ly, and is active in the newly established 
frum community where he lives.

‘“You know,’ Mrs. Schiffer mentioned while ringing up my 
purchases, ‘Nussi is trying very hard to get Hatzolah started 
there…’

“‘That’s essential in a new community,’ I acknowledged. ‘In 
fact, Hatzolah was the last klal activity my father was involved 
in. Just before he lapsed into a coma he succeeded in obtain-
ing $400,000 for Hatzolah!’ 

“A blank look swept across Mrs. Schiffer’s face. ‘Your father?’ 
she asked me.

“So I told her.

“‘What! Your father was Moshe Sherer? All these years… 
and I had no idea…’

“Why would she have any idea?” Mrs. Langer asks rhetori-
cally when recalling that conversation. “We weren’t raised to 
go around telling people who our father was. Right from the 
start, we were taught never to expect to benefit from our fa-
ther’s position or from his favors to others. Whether it was in 
camp, in school, or if we were applying for a job, we knew we 
had to make it on our own.

“My father was the straightest and most honest person… 
If there was a government official ready to return a favor, my 
father’s only concern was how it could benefit Klal Yisrael. He 

never asked for anything for himself or for 
his family.

“My father’s initials were ‘M.S.’ And 
that’s what he stood for… emes.”

 •  •  •

My father was born in Williamsburg 
on 12 Sivan, 5681 (1921) to Chaim Yehuda 
and Basya Bluma Sherer. When my grand-
mother was expecting my father, the Sto-
liner Rebbe bentched her that she would 
have a child who would light up the whole 
world.

Once, when my father was a young 
child, he became ill, and was in desperate 
need of a certain medication. My grand-
mother rushed off to the pharmacy with 
the prescription and the small sum of 
money she managed to put together to 
purchase the medicine.

But the pharmacist was not there. When she handed the 
prescription to the pharmacist’s assistant, and told him how 
much she could afford to pay, he shook his head. There wasn’t 
enough money to cover its cost.

She begged, she pleaded… her son’s life was at stake! Fi-
nally, stirred by her pleas, the assistant relented. He filled the 
prescription, placed the glass bottle inside a paper bag, and 
handed it over to my grateful grandmother. She dashed out 
of the store, clutching the bag tightly, as she hurried down the 
street toward their apartment. 

Rabbi Sherer telling one of his famous “Chana 
Fuffela” stories to his Langer einiklach. We weren’t raised 

to go around 
telling people 
who our father 
was. We were 

taught never to 
expect to benefit 
from his position.

And then the unthinkable happened!
My grandmother tripped.
The paper bag fell onto the ground 

with a cracking sound. My grandmother 
watched, horrified, as precious liquid 
trickled out of the bag, onto the stone 
pavement. 

Desperately, she got down on the 
ground, trying to salvage whatever she 

could of the remaining medicine. But it 
was hopeless. She stood up and with the 
paper bag still dripping, my grandmother 
tearfully made her way back to the phar-
macy for a refill — this time pleading with 
the store-owner, even offering to pay for 
the medication by cleaning the store. 

Overcome, the pharmacist agreed to 
refill the medication.

He took the bag from her, and began 
walking toward the rear of the store, head 
bent as he inhaled what remained of the 
liquid. His head shot up abruptly and he 
swung around. “Mrs. Sherer,” his voice 
was shaking, “your son was mistakenly 
given the wrong medication and could 
have died. An angel must be watching 
over him…”

SoundbytesShavuos
The middah of gaavah makes wise people lose their wisdom. It impacts even the smartest, most 

learned individuals, if they are arrogant, and of course those who have studied insufficiently; hav-
ing barely opened their eyes to knowledge, they start considering themselves equals of the great-
est chachamim.

(Mesillas Yesharim 11)



My grandmother frequently repeated the story to my fa-
ther, reminding him that he was saved for a purpose: “To light 
up the world…” Later on, when our father would share with us 
what happened, he emphasized his mother’s tzidkus, reiterat-
ing that it was her zechuyos that saved his life.

My father’s cousin, Reb Elimelech Gavriel “Mike” Tress2, ten 
years his senior, was a leader in the Williamsburg branch of 
Zeirei Agudath Israel, then consisting of a Zeirei minyan for 
davening along with Pirchei groups. These groups, guided by 
Torah hashkafah, served as a social outlet and gathering place, 
drawing religious youth into its Torah at-
mosphere, helping them remain frum. 

Zeirei Agudath Israel of America was 
only in the budding stage at that time, 
shunned by many as an extremist group. 
Many of those earlier pioneers grew into 
the influential leaders who would later 
serve Torah Jewry and help promote Yid-
dishkeit in America.

My father participated in their activ-
ities and became close to Harav Gedaliah 
Schorr, zt”l, who, although quite young at 
the time, led the Zeirei minyan at 157 Rod-
ney Street as its unofficial Rav. Rav Schorr 
had a tremendous influence on my father, 
with my father constantly consulting him, 

first as a mentor and then as a close friend. That closeness 
lasted until Rav Schorr was niftar in 1979.

My father attended public school as a young boy. With Rav 
Schorr’s urging, he was enrolled in Mesivta Torah Vodaas at 
age 11, where Harav Elya Svei, zt”l, and Harav Levi Yitzchak 
Horowitz, zt”l (the Bostoner Rebbe) were fellow students, 
among many others. When my father was 16 years old, his 
father was niftar.

In 1939, Harav Elchonon Wasserman, Hy”d, visited Amer-
ica. Harav Shraga Feivel Mendlowitz, zt”l, the menahel of To-

rah Vodaas, arranged for my father to 
attend Rav Wasserman for two consec-
utive months3. We often heard from my 
father that those months of observing 
and learning from Rav Wasserman up 
close impacted him powerfully, leading 
to his eventual involvement with the 
klal and his staunch adherence to daas 
Torah.

One particular story my father en-
joyed sharing was how on their first 
morning together, Rav Wasserman 
asked him how to say ‘Gut morgen’ in 
English. When my father told him, he 
practiced saying “Good morning” sever-
al times so he could tell it to the ele-
vator-operator as the elevator made its 
way down to the first floor of the hotel 
building. It was vital to this tzaddik to 
greet the elevator operator and all the 
other people who provided services in 

a pleasing manner.
When my father graduated high school, he attended Ye-

shivas Ner Israel in Baltimore for two years, growing greatly 
in his learning and Torah outlook under the guidance of his 
Rosh Yeshivah, Harav Yaakov Yitzchak Ruderman, zt”l. For the 
rest of his life, he referred to Rav Ruderman as “the Rosh Ye-
shivah” and undoubtedly, much of what my father gained in 
Ner Israel had a profound effect on the way he helped shape 
the Agudah. Appreciating my father’s oratory skill and Torah 
representation, Rav Ruderman often sent my father to various 
communities to speak on behalf of the yeshivah.

During my father’s time in Baltimore he was in constant 
contact with Mike Tress, contributing his many talents (spe-
cifically public speaking and writing abilities) to the growing Rabbi Sherer as sandak at his einikel Yaakov Galinsky’s bris.

He was in 
constant contact 
with Mike Tress, 
contributing his 

many talents 
(specifically 

public speaking 
and writing 

abilities).

organization in which his cousin was so active. He served as 
the Zeirei representative in Baltimore and in 1941 helped or-
ganize the Zeirei national convention that took place there. At 
the convention, my father met many of the Gedolim with whom 
he would eventually work. 

The most burning issue consuming the Gedolim was the 
war raging in Europe. Persecution, genocide, concentration 
camps… Jewish communities across Nazi-occupied Europe 
were wiped out, with the death toll rising…

Deeply involved in hatzalah work, Mike Tress frequently 
traveled to Washington, D.C., often stopping in Baltimore to 
visit my father. My father desperately wanted to join his cous-
in in this important klal work. After receiving semichah from 
Rav Ruderman in 1942, my father “officially” joined Mike Tress 
at the Agudath Israel Youth Council’s headquarters on West 
42nd Street in Manhattan. They (the Refugee and Immigra-
tion Division) were intensely preoccupied with saving Jewish 
lives, physically, emotionally and spiritually — from obtaining 
affidavits and visas to fund-raising campaigns — along with 
countless other rescue projects necessary during the war and 
throughout the postwar years.

During that period, my mother, Devorah (Fortman) also 
worked in the Zeirei office as a secretary. Her father, Harav 
Shimshon Zelig Fortman, zt”l, who grew up in Lithuania, was 
a tremendous talmid chacham. He was the Rav of Congregation 
Knesseth Israel of Far Rockaway (a.k.a. the White Shul) and 
had learned b’chavrusa with Harav Moshe Feinstein, zt”l, and 
Harav Elazar Menachem Shach, zt”l, back in Europe.

The shidduch was suggested and my parents became en-
gaged while the war was still at its peak. Their simple wedding 
took place on Rosh Chodesh Kislev/November 28, 1943. There 
are only two photographs of their wedding. 

My father and grandfather (his father-in-law) became as 
close as a father and son, their love and admiration for each 
other running deep. My grandfather was an accomplished and 
talented speaker who gave classes in homiletics in Yeshiva 
Torah Vodaas geared for those talmidim interested in devel-
oping their skills as future Rabbanim. Many eminent talmidei  

Rabbi Sherer with son-in-law Yisroel Langer.

SoundbytesShavuos
The quality of same’ach b’chelko, satisfaction and contentment with one’s lot, applies to your ef-

forts in ruchniyus as well. This does not negate the importance of yearning and striving to grow and 
accomplish more. It does, however, emphasize the importance of realizing the value and simchah 
of the good things you are already doing.  

Michtav MeEliyahu, Chelek Chamishi, citing Harav Mendel MiVitebsk, zy”a
continued on page 74



chachamim and pulpit Rabbis later emerged from Torah Vodaas. 
My grandfather was niftar when still in his 50s. Despite my 

father’s busy calendar he acquiesced to Torah Vodaas’s re-
quest to assume teaching his father-in-law’s public speaking 
class. My father did this for a long time, giving the class in 
later years at the unusual hour of eight o’clock in the morn-
ing, until it became impossible for him to continue due to his 
mounting responsibilities and even more demanding sched-
ule. 

My father was actively involved in klal work when I was 
growing up, but he was not yet forced to keep those same 
grueling hours that would later compel him to work day and 
night. After his congressional testimony in March 1961, when 
he addressed the House Education and Labor Subcommittee 
on public aid for parochial schools, and the resultant public-
ity4, powerful doors of opportunity opened for my father — 
subsequently paving the way for unheard-of advocacy on be-
half of Klal Yisrael. 

Mike Tress was the national president of Agudath Israel of 
America from the 1940s until he tragically died young in 1967, 
and my father took over. My father worked in the Agudah for 
55 years. Under his leadership, the Agudah grew and branched 
out.

My father genuinely liked people. He used his unique skills 
to cultivate close relationships with many government of-
ficials and other people in the secular Jewish world. He did 
not do any of this for kavod, power or personal ambitions. He 
clearly saw from up close what politics was all about. His sole 

purpose for establishing these connections was to use them 
to help Klal Yisrael.

My parents’ married life began in Williamsburg, where 

Mrs. Rochel Langer has been teaching language arts and 
social studies to the sixth grade in Yeshiva of Spring Valley 
for many years. She also gives a course in Jewish History.

As often happens when approaching the “daughters” for this 
column, Mrs. Langer’s initial response was, “Not me. We don’t do 
that…”

But she did agree. And this is why:
My father was niftar in May. That September, on open 

school night, after sharing my educational goals for my stu-
dents with their parents, one father approached me.

“I was a student of your father’s in one of the last public 
speaking classes he gave,” Mr. Weiss* told me. “Do you intend 
to speak about your father to your sixth-grade students?” 

“No,” I shook my head.
“But why not?” he asked.
“Because I wasn’t raised that way.”
“Do you know that I learned more in your father’s hom-

iletics class than in many other classes I’ve taken over the 
years?” he said. “There are so many lessons…”

And so, after much prodding, I began to share. And my 
students learned invaluable lessons. For example, one day 
we needed the bulb in our classroom changed. When the 
janitor came by to replace the bulb, I asked him to please 
come back later in the afternoon, after classes would be over.

His English was poor, and a short while later he returned 
to the classroom, which was still in session.

Some children began snickering under their breaths.
“Girls, do you remember what we learned about my fa-

ther? I was taught that we have to make a kiddush Hashem 
b’rabbim every day. What you’re doing now, girls, is not a kid-
dush Hashem.”

They stopped the snickering. When the janitor left the 
room I told them, “His problem is that he doesn’t understand 
English. How many of you understand Spanish? I don’t… but 
he’s a human being. Yes,” I told them, “it’s easy to make a 
kiddush Hashem when approaching the Gadol Hador or when 
speaking to the president of the United States. But that’s not 
how you do it… you’ve got to respect everybody.”

And that’s why I am sharing this… because there are so 
many lessons.

they resided for 10 years in a rented apartment. For the next 
29 years, they continued renting as tenants of the first-floor 
apartment at 1626 52nd Street in Boro Park until they were 
compelled to vacate their apartment. 

Finally (with the help of Agudah activists), they became 
homeowners, purchasing a house off 14th Avenue. For many 
years, my father walked from their apartment to the local 
Boro Park Agudah minyan on Shabbos. Despite the fact that my 
parents lived on a tight budget and my mother was always 
careful with how money was spent, my father never felt justi-
fied increasing his salary at the Agudah, claiming that it was 
“kahal’ishe gelt”5 and not his to enhance his living conditions.

But the financial situation was not easy, and there were two 
times that my father almost left klal work for good. 

In the late 1940s, with the war over and the financial pres-
sures of a growing family increasing, my father felt that it was 
time to leave klal work and go into business. Agudath Israel of 
America was not yet an official organization, and he figured 
that he was not needed there anymore. He managed to start 
two businesses; one sold light fixtures and the other was a 
lighting supply business, with each one supporting the other, 
thereby assuring each company’s growth.

My father believed he was on the way to major financial 
success.

But the Gedolim believed otherwise. They wanted him back, 
anticipating the need for an Agudah organization in postwar 
America. He was invited to a meeting.

My father shared what happened at this meeting with my 
son and daughter, his oldest grandchildren. In my daughter, 
Chavie’s, words…

“Zeidy said, ‘I walked into the room not knowing what to expect 
at this meeting. I was shocked to see the room filled with Gedolim.’ 
Zeidy went on naming the Gedolim… ‘Harav Aharon Kotler, Harav 
Moshe Feinstein, Harav Ruderman, Harav Yaakov Kamenetsky, the   
Bluzhever Rebbe...’  I was only 12 years old when Zeidy told me this, 
so I don’t recall every Gadol he named, but I vividly remember him 
saying that he felt as though he was standing in front of the Beis Din 
shel Maalah (the Heavenly Tribunal).  

“They told Zeidy, ‘Klal Yisrael needs you.’
“Zeidy asked, ‘Can I have until the end of the year to settle matters 

with my businesses so that I don’t suffer any loss?’
“‘No,’ they told Zeidy. ‘We need you now.’”6

When my father returned from that meeting he told my 
mother, “It’s back to bread and water, Deb…”

In the early 1960s, with debts mounting, my father once 
again tried leaving the organization. He sent letters of res-
ignation to the management committee, as well as to Harav 
Aharon Kotler, zt”l. As expected, Reb Aharon promptly request-
ed that he come to his house on 15th Avenue in Boro Park.

My father went to Reb Aharon, fully intending to tell the 
Gadol that this time he would not be dissuaded from his deci-
sion.

However, when he entered the apartment and Rebbetzin 
Kotler saw him, she burst into tears. “My father7 and the Rosh 

Rabbi Sherer with grandsons Yehuda and Daniel Langer 
 in their family sukkah in Monsey.

SoundbytesShavuos
Accustom yourself to speak softly and calmly to everyone always. That will save you from anger, 

which in turn will bring you to humility, the greatest of all qualities.
Iggeres HaRamban
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Yeshivah worked so hard to build Klal Yis-
rael… how could you do this?”

Those tears persuaded him. Even 
though my father could not pay his 
bills, he went back to the Agudah — and 
stayed… for the rest of his life.

When my parents first married, my 
father was already busy with klal work. 
His work for the klal intensified as time 
passed, needs grew, and opportunities 
arose. Anyone who knew my father — and 
especially my mother — realized that my father epitomized 
“l’kach notzarti — for this I was created.” My mother, shetichy-
eh, was a true ezer k’negdo who never wanted or needed the 
limelight. She was completely dedicated to my father, keep-
ing house and taking care of the family so my father could do 
what he needed to do. She accompanied my father — as his 
wife — wherever he had to go, but was never independently 
active in klal or in N’shei committees. My father always told 
my mother that she should never feel obligated to become in-
volved in community work. My mother knew what her role 
was, and was content in that role. 

Throughout all those years, my mother walked many 
blocks to save money, and kept our home orderly and immac-
ulate with a minimal amount of outside help. Each evening 
she devotedly served my father his tea, wanting him to have a 
chance to relax. My father, of course, offered to be the one to 
do it, but she wouldn’t allow it. It wasn’t just the cooking. She 
understood more than anyone else what he was doing and did 
what she could do to make his home his sanctuary, never ask-
ing him for help. She understood what his mission was and 
that it was her mission to be supportive. 

From the time I was very young, I also understood that my 
father dedicated himself to the klal, and yet the love that we 
felt from him was so powerful and unequivocal that I knew if 
there would be a choice between the Agudah and us, we would 
come first. He was an extremely warm and caring person, and 

he always made time for us. I don’t know how my father man-
aged to do it, but despite his working so hard for the klal, he 
enabled us to feel secure and beloved. All three of us — my 
sister, Elky, my brother, Shimshy, and myself — felt that way.

Daddy entertained us children with stories about “Pinchikel 
and Chana Fufeleh,” a brother and sister, and her teacher, Miss 
McGuire, throughout our childhood. He’d make up funny songs 
about these characters he created and include their many 

comical adventures. Yes, this highly ar-
ticulate, erudite man would tell us these 
nonsensical stories at night before we’d 
go to sleep and on Shabbos afternoons.

Although we always felt secure in Dad-
dy’s love for us, we never felt a sense of 
entitlement. Daddy was makpid with this 
message: “Yes, I love you dearly, but you 
are going to make it on your own… and 
not through me.” 

My father did not visit us on Camp 
Agudah’s or Camp Bnos’s visiting day, 
and my mother didn’t come either. She 
didn’t drive, and besides, she wouldn’t 
go without my father. Daddy didn’t come 
because he knew that throughout those 
Sundays, hundreds of guests would be 
visiting camp — “Rabbi Sherer, can I 
speak to you for just one minute?” “I’m 
sorry to disturb you, Rabbi Sherer, but…” 

— and he wouldn’t get a chance to spend any time with us. 
So he visited us on a different day during the week, spending 
whatever time he could with us.

I don’t agree with the “quality versus quantity time” rhet-
oric in parenting — because parents are responsible to give 
quantity time to their children, as well as making it quality 
time. However, in my father’s case, he really was able to com-
pensate us with quality time. Because when he was with us, 

Rabbi Sherer with Harav Yaakov Yitzchak 
Ruderman, zt”l, and ybl”c his grandchildren on his 

annual visit to Camp Agudah. Standing, L-R: 
Shragie Goldschmidt, Levi Langer, Yehuda Langer, 

Daniel Langer.

One of the 
powerful daily 

lessons we 
learned through 
our father was: 

You do what has 
to be done — even 

if it’s difficult.

The Novominsker Rebbe, shlita, with Rabbi Sherer and Levi Langer at Levi’s 
bar mitzvah in Camp Agudah.

he really, truly was totally with us. He was able to show us that 
we were loved, treasured and very important in his life… even 
though we didn’t have visitors on visiting day.

We might not have liked the idea of being lonely on visit-
ing day; after all, we were normal children. However, because 
we were secure in our parents’ love, we understood why they 
couldn’t come. And we understood that when Daddy did come, 
we had to share him.

The ability to make others feel important was something 
my father communicated to others in camp, too. Mrs. Uhr, 
a”h, and ybl”c, Mrs. Lankry, the cooks in Camp Bnos and Camp 
Agudah, also received his validation. “You are important. What 
you are doing is important… your cooking is sustaining the 
children.” This expression of gratitude extended to many.

Of course, no time is enough time for children. But we always 
understood that our father was a prominent person achieving 
great things for Klal Yisrael.

I remember one time feeling a bit “deprived” and saying 
something that perhaps I shouldn’t have said.

Many of my classmates’ fathers were either craftsmen or 
owned or worked in retail businesses that manufactured vari-
ous kinds of merchandise. One friend’s father produced belts; 
another friend’s father worked for a sweater manufacturer, 
and another one was in the pocketbook business. Frequently, 
they showed up in school with samples of their father’s mer-
chandise.

Feeling uncharacteristically frustrated, I complained, “So 
what should I bring in… refugees?”

Indeed, from his earliest days with the Agudah, during and 
postwar, way before I was born, my father was busy helping 
refugees. The she’eiris hapleitah (survivors) became especially 
emotionally connected to both Mike Tress and my father. I can 
recall his efforts in 1956, trying to get Hungarian refugees into 
America. Later on it was the Syrian Jews, Russian Jews, Iranian 
Jews… 

Most of the time, though, I didn’t feel different from my 
friends; most fathers worked hard and were busy. Many of my 
friends were the children of my parents’ friends, who, like my-
self, had American-born parents. The frum community of Boro 
Park was small back then and many of the Orthodox organiza-
tions in Boro Park at that time were initiated through the ef-
forts of my parents’ friends. So really, many of us were growing 
up in homes where parents were involved in klal work.

In our days, homework didn’t require much parental input. 
But if I needed help, I turned to my father. When I spoke at my 
graduation, my father wrote my speech for me and took the 
time to practice it with me, as well.

I’m not sure how my father managed to do everything he 
did. When my father would return home from work, he would 
eat dinner and then continue working. As a teenager, I’d see 
my father either learning and preparing divrei Torah for speak-
ing engagements, or reading the Israeli Hamodia in order to 
be on top of events in Eretz Yisrael. I don’t know what time 
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he went to sleep, but I do know that it was after I did. And I 
also know that he was often busy with middle-of-the-night 
telephone calls, involving sudden emergencies across inter-
national time zones, and that he davened Shacharis at the ear-
ly minyan in order to be at the Agudah Office at eight o’clock 
each morning. (In the earlier years, he actually unlocked the 
building!)

I don’t know how many hours he slept — but even years 
later, my husband would half-jokingly tell my father, “Dad, I 
envy you. You have more hours to the day than the rest of us.”

When he spoke with someone, the person had his full at-
tention, but our father’s mind was constantly preoccupied, he 

had so many responsibilities. Of course, 
we weren’t necessarily privy to all that 
was happening. People often assumed 
we’d know what was going on. “So what 
does your father say?” “What does your 
shver hold?”

No, he never shared “inside” informa-
tion with us. Our time was family time 
and his home was his refuge. He needed 
his home to be his peaceful escape, and we respected that. We 
did not discuss politics, nor what was going on in the world or 
even what was happening in the frum world.

He was also fiercely protective of others’ privacy and there 
were many issues that couldn’t be discussed. In a gentle way, 
he told us, “No. This shouldn’t be spoken about,” when the in-
formation revolved around private negotiations that couldn’t 

and shouldn’t be divulged to the public.
Sometimes, people will share something with me and then 

say, “Oh, I really shouldn’t have told you that. Please don’t tell 
anyone.”

I respond, “Don’t worry, I know how to keep a secret. I was 
trained by the best!”

Our father deeply felt the pain and suffering of others and 
he taught us not only to daven for them, but to attempt to do 
for them.

One of the powerful daily lessons we learned through our 
father was: You do what has to be done — even if it’s difficult.

One time, someone asked me to do a chessed. It wasn’t an 
easy one, nor was it an easy time for me, but I saw my father’s 
image in my mind’s eye and I agreed to do it.

Understanding my reluctance, my mother asked me, 
“Didn’t we ever teach you to say no?”

I replied quickly, “Yes, but we didn’t have a very good role 
model for that.”

The lesson remains a strong one. I still find myself volun-
teering or agreeing to take responsibility — even when it’s dif-
ficult.

My father didn’t have an envious or bitter bone in his body, 
and he instilled in us the same, teaching us to always be hap-
py for others and to fargin — even if they have more than us. He 
inculcated in us an understanding and acceptance of people 
who are different than us, inspiring us to not only be tolerant, 
but to also be respectful — even if we don’t agree with them. 

Gedolim called him on the telephone all 
the time; some attended meetings in our 
home. I remember the enormous respect 
and feeling of awe for the Gedolim that 
we grew up with, but I can’t recall with 
accuracy which of the Gedolim actually 
came to the house and which ones my 
father mentioned he met in the Agudah 
offices. We knew, though, unequivocally, 
that one does not make a move without 
hearing what the Gedolim say. We under-
stood that the Gedolim were responsible 
for the resurgence of Yiddishkeit after the 
war and we appreciated their power and 
chashivus.

And we also knew… you’d better hear it 
directly.

Sometimes I’d come home from school 
and repeat, “I heard in school that Reb Moshe says that you’re 
allowed to do….” 

This would upset my father. “You don’t really know what 
Reb Moshe said. Unless you were there or you heard it directly 
from someone else who was there, you cannot repeat what 
the Gadol said.” 

The name of Harav Aharon Kotler, zt”l, was mentioned 

My father truly 
treated them as 
sons, and to this 

day, they still feel 
that my father 
was “Daddy.”

Rabbi Sherer with grandsons Yehuda Langer and Levi 
Langer.

all the time; in fact, my father spoke with him on a daily ba-
sis, and occasionally, numerous times a day. Reb Aharon was 
building Torah and my father was building klal, and therefore, 
Reb Aharon took the time to guide my father. Reb Aharon was 
fire! We knew from my father that Reb Aharon was willing to 
persevere, to be strong when others were not, and that he be-
lieved Torah could be learned full-time in America. When Reb 
Aharon was niftar, it was a tremendous personal loss for my 
father.

Our father was intimately close to the 
Gedolim, and yet, he didn’t want to take ad-
vantage of his position by filling up his chil-
dren’s weddings with their presence. He 
knew they wouldn’t turn him down, but he 
felt it wasn’t right to place added pressure 
upon them. So he’d limit the list by asking 
us and our future spouses which Gedolim 
we especially wanted to invite.

I saw how he helped and guided Hugh 
Carey when he was still a relatively un-
known congressman. My mother hosted 
teas for Mr. Carey — not as a fund-raising 
event, but as a means to introduce him to 
the Boro Park community. Later on, as gov-
ernor, he continued consulting with my 

father and was a frequent guest in our 
home. My father and the governor great-
ly respected one another and their rela-
tionship developed into a close personal 
friendship.

Congressman Steven Solarz was an-
other politician who sought my father’s 
advice, as was Senator Jacob Javits. I fre-
quently heard former mayor Rudolph 
Giuliani say, “And the Rabbi gave me the 
best political advice that anybody ever 
gave me. Rabbi Sherer told me, ‘Rudi, 

Rabbi Sherer with Harav Mordechai Gifter, zt”l, and ybl”c son-in-law Yisroel Langer 
at the wedding of his daughter Bashie and Rabbi Yosi Sova.

“People think my 
legacy to the 

world is what I 
did for the klal. 

Really, my legacy 
to the world is my 

family...”
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you don’t smile enough. You want to get 
elected? People have to see you smile.’” 

Mayor Giuliani sometimes asked my 
father to help him out through his con-
nections with Cardinal O’Connor. My fa-
ther would say, “Rudi, you’re a Catholic… 
why are you asking a Rabbi?”

“Cardinal O’Connor trusts you com-
pletely, Rabbi Sherer.” 

Cardinal O’Connor and my father developed an association 
with each other, because they shared common issues8. Cler-
gy of the Catholic Church realized that not only did they now 
have an ally — my father — they also had someone who could 
represent their needs better than they could. New York City 
Council Speaker Peter Vallone visited us when we sat shivah 
for my father. He couldn’t stop crying, “I used to ask the Rabbi 
for personal advice. Not religious advice… I’m a very religious 
Catholic. But when I had a personal dilemma, Rabbi Sherer had 
the clearest mind and understood people better than anyone.”

There was an incident where inappropriate pictures were 
being paraded across the city’s streets on city buses. The 
Agudah spearheaded a campaign to eradicate these improp-
er ads, and succeeded in getting them removed. The Cardinal 
wrote my father a personal thank-you note: “You did what we 
didn’t do, but should’ve done.”

My father earned the trust of all these people because they 
appreciated his integrity and his willingness to share his 

knowledge, thereby helping other groups to benefit from his 
experience. And in turn, many of these groups helped him 
as well. Displayed across the walls of my father’s office were 
numerous photographs of my father standing alongside im-
mensely powerful people, many of whom regarded my father 
as a personal friend. 

However, none of these pictures hung on the walls of our 
home. Their purpose was solely to im-
press newly acquainted politicians and 
people of power entering his office — 
impress them, so they’d appreciate my 
father’s connections and thus continue 
serving as shelichim toward his goal of 
helping the klal. 

Most significant, though, is the mean-
ingful relationship my father had with 
his grandchildren. Our children adored 
my father! They knew that if they need-
ed advice, they could call him, and he’d be 
available for them.

When we planned birthday parties for 
our children, I’d call my father beforehand. 
“Daddy, her birthday is at such-and-such 
a time. We are making her a party. Which 
day are you available?” And that was the 
day we made the party — the day and 
time that could accommodate my father. 

Whatever we did, we scheduled around my father. We wanted 
him, he wanted to be there… and we did what we had to do to 
make it work.

When he got up to speak at family simchos, he’d say, “Now 
I am not Rabbi Sherer. I’m Zeidy.” The grandchildren would 
laugh, because he’d still speak in that beautiful manner, but 
with extra warmth, in keeping with his role as father, grandfa-
ther and rosh hamishpachah.

My children make it a point to tell their own children, “This 
is what Zeidy Sherer would’ve done… this is what he would’ve 
recommended,” or “Zeidy Sherer wouldn’t have done that…” 
My brother, Rabbi Shimshon Sherer, a Rav on Nostrand Avenue 
in Flatbush and a noted speaker, always mentions my father 
wherever he speaks. This comes from the pure, unadulterated 
love we all feel. Both my husband and my sister’s husband lost 
their fathers when they were young. My father truly treated 
them as sons, and to this day, they still feel that my father was 
“Daddy.”

Recently, my daughter Chavi discovered my eighth-grade au-
tograph book. There is a page for filling in personal interests and 
tastes. One of the blanks to complete is “My Hero.” I filled in “Daddy.” 

And I meant it.
My father remains a role model to me today.
When the doctor informed my father of his life-threatening diag-

nosis, my father’s first reaction was to go to the cemetery, for he felt 
that davening at his mother’s kever would be a zechus. He believed so 
strongly that she was a great tzaddekes. 

He planned on keeping his diagnosis a secret.
The secret lasted for about 24 hours.
My father was supposed to be in England for a World Agudath 

Israel meeting the next day. But that wasn’t happening. Treatment 
had to begin immediately. He wasn’t going anywhere.

So instead of his illness being kept a secret, my father signed off 
on every letter, every memo, and every note that he wrote: “Hakoseiv 
v’choseim bitefillah, b’tikvah ub’dimah, Moshe ben Basya Bluma.”

“Daddy, I don’t understand,” I said to him when I discovered 
what he was doing. “I thought that you wanted to keep your ill-
ness a secret so that you could continue serving the klal most 
effectively.”

“Yes, that’s what I originally wanted,” he replied. “But once I 
realized that I wouldn’t be able to keep it hidden, I wanted to ben-
efit from my mother’s name so I could have her zechuyos. Also, if 
people know… they could daven for me.”

And that sign-off, “Hakoseiv v’choseim bitefillah, b’tikvah ub’di-
mah, Moshe ben Basya Bluma,” accompanied everything my fa-
ther wrote until the end. 

Daddy lay dying in the hospital. There wasn’t anything that 
we wouldn’t have done in order to make his life easier, but true 
to his character, Daddy took charge of his own medical care. He 
knew which medications he needed; he was the one who con-
sulted with the medical personnel. Still, we wanted so much to 
be by his side!

He’d look at me, a weak smile spreading across his lips, when 
I’d return — yet again — shortly after my previous visit. “Here again, 
Rochy? So soon?” 

He also demanded that I keep a cheshbon of my parking expenses. 
“Because when I get out of here, I want to reimburse you.”

“Please, Daddy!” I’d remind him of what he’d often told us 
throughout the years. He regretted that he no longer had the oppor-
tunity to be mekayem the mitzvah of kibbud av va’eim. His father was 
niftar when he was still a teenager, and his mother had passed away 
many years ago. “You want to take away the mitzvah from me, too?” 

He smiled… and accepted.
“People think that my legacy to the world is what I did for the klal,” 

my father once told me. “Really, my legacy to the world is my fam-
ily… children who are, baruch Hashem, producing doros of emes’dige, 
ehrliche Yidden, who are shomrei Torah u’mitzvos.”

But really, Daddy, it was you who left us the legacy.
A few years later, one of my granddaughters became a kallah. 

At the vort, I was introduced to the chassan’s grandmother. “I am a 
survivor,” she told me, her eyes filling. “And I owe the fact that I am 

standing here at our grandchildren’s vort to Mike Tress and your fa-
ther…”

“I owe the fact that I am standing here…”
And the years roll back.
“So what should I bring in… refugees?”
Whether it was to the she’eiris hapleitah, the Russian, Iranian or 

Syrian refugees; to the klal or individual, to Jew or gentile, in America 
or across the globe…  Daddy truly was manufacturing. He was craft-
ing an everlasting legacy, “bringing light to the world” in order to be 
mekadesh shem Shamayim. 

So Daddy, truthfully, everyone is right. The legacies you left the world, 
both privately and publicly, continue onward, intertwined together…

On his matzeivah are the words that were echoed by all who knew 
him, “Neki kapayim — with clean hands” (Tehillim 24:4). He did it all 
with purity of heart and unsoiled hands.

M.S.
Not just his initials. 

*Names have been changed

—————————————————————

1. Rabbi Sherer by Yonoson Rosenblum (Mesorah Publications, 

Ltd. 2009) 

2. Mr. Mike Tress and Rabbi Moshe Sherer were first cousins 

through their mothers, Henya Tress and Basya Sherer, who were 

sisters.

3. Bachurim from Torah Vodaas had the zechus to attend Harav 

Wasserman throughout his stay on a rotation basis, serving as 

his hoiz bachur for a day or two. This rotation was usually as-

signed to bachurim age 20 and older, studying for semichah. My 

father was only about 17 years old at the time Harav Shraga Feiv-

el assigned him to this “job”; also unusual was that this arrange-

ment continued for two months straight.

3.  There was a picture of Rabbi Sherer and an accompanying ar-

ticle describing Rabbi Sherer and the testimony he gave in Con-

gress in the March 30, 1961 New York Times. An Orthodox Rabbi 

being celebrated and quoted was something that was unheard 

of before then. 

5. This was Rabbi Sherer’s term for money belonging to the klal.

6. Mrs. Chavie Galinsky says, “My grandfather ended this story 

by telling us, ‘And that’s how it all began,’ explaining that he 

was sharing this with his two oldest grandchildren because he 

wanted us to understand our mesorah.”

7. Harav Isser Zalman Meltzer

8. This association with the Church began back in 1961, an out-

come of my father’s congressional testimony regarding public 

aid for private education. B

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––

Estie Florans, a writer of fiction and nonfiction is the author of 

Conquer the Darkness, Set Me Free, and Lift Me Higher, a true-to-life, 

contemporary novel for women and girls of all ages. She can be 

contacted at erflorans@gmail.com. 

“When I had a 
personal 

dilemma, Rabbi 
Sherer had the 
clearest mind 

and understood 
people better 
than anyone.”

Rabbi Sherer greeting Harav Mordechai Gifter with 
family members on his annual visit to Camp 

Agudah (L-R): Mendy Sherer, Rabbi Shimshon 
Sherer, Yudi Sherer, Yehuda Langer, Shragie 

Goldschmidt, Harav Gifter, Rabbi Sherer, Sruly 
Sherer, Daniel Langer, and Levi Langer.

SoundbytesShavuos
Whoever humbles himself, Hakadosh Baruch Hu elevates him… whoever seeks prominence, 

prominence runs away from him; whoever runs from prominence, prominence follows him.
Eruvin 13b
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